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LOSS OF HAIR. 


Messes. JosgpH BURNETT & Co. :—I cannot refuse to state the salutary effect in my own 

aggravated case, Of your excellent Hair Oil—{Cocoaine.) For many months my hair had GENTLEMEN :—I have sold a 

pen falling off, until { was fearful of losing it entirely. The skin upon my head became , FOR THE ASTHMA” in this 
ually more and more inflamed, so that I could not touch it without pain. By thead- | often receive information of 

yice of my physician, to whom you had shown your process of purifying the Oil, I com- | of that disease, I have not ye 

menced its use the last week in June. The first application allayed the itching and irrita- | the benefit of those who a 

tion ; in three or four days the redness and tenderness disappeared, the hair ceased tofall, | “Remedy.” 

and Lhave now a thick growth of new hair. Yours, very truly, SUSAN R, POPE. Messrs. Josepa Burnetr & 





ASTHMA. 
considerable quantity of JONAS WH ROOM OS HeEMEDY 


city, and to customers from the country towns, and whileI | 


its complete success in relieving and curing the worst forms 
t heard of the first case in which it has failed. I say this for 
re afflicted, and who have not tested the power of this 


Truly yours, SAMUEL A. SMITH, Apothecary.2 | 


Co., Boston. 
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NOW READY, the Sextuple Number of : 


‘VANITY FAIR.” 
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ATLANTIC MONTHLY 


FOR 


SEPTEMBER, 
1862, 


Is Ready To-day. 


The following is the List of 
Contents. 


DAVID GAUNT. By the author of * Life in 
the Iron Mills.” 

CEREBRAL DYNAMICS. By Isaac Ray, 
M. Superiotentendent of the Butier 
Hospital, Providence, R. L. 


A NEW SCULPTOR. By Mrs, Julia Ward 
Howe. 


PLAYS AND PLAY-AOCTING. 
OFF SHORE. 


LIFE IN THE OPEN AIR, By the late 
Theodore Winthrop. 


RIFLE CLUBS. By H. W.5. Cleveland. 
TWO SUMMERS. By Mrs, Elizabeth Akers. 
MR. AXTELL. 


eg OF STUDY IN NATURAL 
HISTORY. By Louis Agassiz. 


GABRIEL'S DEFEAT. By Thomas Went- 
worth Higginzon. 


BETHEL. By A. J. H. Duganne. 
THE moanOns OF SAN DOMINGO. By 
John 


THE LIFE od BERS. By Thomas Went- 
worth Higginso 


A COMPLAINT pa FRIENDS. By the av- | 
thor of “ arden.” 


My G: 
THE NEW OPPOSITION PARTY. 
REVIEWS AND LITERAY NOTICES. 
TERMS.—Twenty-five cents per number. 
Three dollars per year, post-paid by the 
Publishers. 


TICKNOR & FIELDS, Publishers, 
135 Washington street, Boston, Mass. 





THE 


ORPHEUS (. KERR 


PAPERS. 
BLAKEMAN & MASON, 


No. 21 Murray Street. New York, (Old 
Stand of PRaTT, OAKLEY & OO.,) will pub- 


Saturday, August 23d, 


Orpheus C, Kerr Papers 


Giving an account of the operations of 


CAPT. BOB SHORTY, 
Capt. Wm. Brown Eskevire, 


AND THE 


Mackerel Brigade, 


WITH AN AUTOBIOGRAPHY OF THE 
AUTHOR 


’ 


Showing that he was born of respectable 
parents, in a New-Eogiand Village, and 
be was brought down to living in 
Washington, with much other additional 
matter never before published. 


1 Vol., 12mo., Muslin, 384 pages. 
Price, $l, 

(A liberal discount made to the 
trade, from whom early orders are 
solicited. 

The wide popularity of the Au 
thor’s Letters will insure a large 
sale, and early orders will secure 
prompt delivery. 


ADDRESS THE PUBLISHERS. 








BoHER’s BITTERS, 


0 FAVORABLY KNOWN IN THIS COUNTRY SINCE NEABLY 
thirty-three years, are now, from the continual confidence ine in their most careful prepa- 
ration of large quantities at regular periods, if at all possible, better in quality than ever be- 

fore. They are confidently and Lsfncerely ¢ offered to the public as the best of all really pure Bitters ; 
as the MOST PLEASANT CORDIAL of its kind in all its varied applications ; and, finally, as a truly 
VALUABLE MXDICINE AND STIMULANT in al! cases = a lsint connected with the stomach or the 
nervous system, so prevalent during the 
To prove these ass+rtions, all that is asked is a otair ‘trial and comparison with any other article 
sold in the market under the name of BirTErs. 
t®For sale by grocers and druggists generally, and with a liberal discount to the trade, by the 


Agent, 
L. FUNKE, Jr., 66 Liberty Street. 


’ Counterfeits and Imitations similar’ ¢ Ae up, and see that the name and 
ad firm din “ Joun G. & J. Boxer” be on the labels, and their seal on the corks. 





N.B.—Beware o 
signature of the 


IMPROVED 


Gutta- Percha 
CEMENT 


ROOFINC. 


IT IS WATER PROOF AND 
COSTS ONLY ABOUT 
ONE THIRD AS 
MUCH AS 





GUTTA-PERCHA 
CEMENT, 
ety tl 
LEAKY 9 METAL 
ROOFS 
of every Gectit 
tion: will not 


crack in cold or run 
in warm weather. 


CA RSTERRERGA 
CEMENT RODE 


JOHNS & CROSLEY, 


SOLE MANUFACTURERS. 
78 WILLIAM ST, 


TIN (COR. LIBERTY 8T.), 
And is twice as NEW YORK. Agents Wanted. 
Garabie. TERMS CASH. 


OUNS & CROSLEY’S AMERICAN CEMENT GLUE, 
FOR CEMENTING WOOD, LEATHER, GLASS, IVORY, CHINA, MAR- 


BLE, PORCELAIN, ALABASTER, BONE, CORAL, etc., "ete., the only article of the kind ever pro- 
duced which will withstand water. Liberal Terms to Wholesale | Dealers. 25 Cent 
ents. 


ice, - = a 
Manufacturers, 





Py with, full di- 
rections for use. 
Send for a Circular 








JOHNS & OROSLEY, Sole 
Wholesale ‘Warehouse, 87 William st., cor. Liberty. 


VANITY . PAR. 
COMMENCEMENT OF THE SIXTH VOLUME. 


— 


The First Number of the Sixth Volume of VANITY FAIR was issued 
July 5th, and with it we decided upon the discontinuance of all 
Premiums, preferring to give our Subscribers the advan- 
tage of the difference we have consequently 
made in our rates. 


TERMS OF SUBSCRIPTION. 
PAYABLE INVARIABLY IN ADVANCE. 


One Copy, per mail, one year, - - 
Five Copies to Club, one year, (and one to Agent.) - - 
City Subscribers, by Carrier, one year, - - 
Single Copies, - 7 - - - 


Subscribers in Canada and British Provinces must remit fifty cents extra to cover postage. 


WwWOVwsbD YOMWMins. 


st-pai 

i Copy r of Paper, for one year, (books prepaid ‘only,) 
“ “ -“ “ 
“ “es ct) o 


” to California, “ 


“ “ “ “ “ 


Single Volume, 


$2 0 
Two Volumes and 5 + 


Ld Lt) “ “ 


Remittances must be made in United States Notes, Gold, New-York or Eastern Currency, 
or other Currency at New-York par. 


In submitting this low rate of terms to the public, the publisher trusts he will be liberally respond- 
ed to throughout the country, by all of those who feel an interest and pride in sustainin ning thie 


National EXumorous FPaper, 
WHICH IS NOW PRONOUNCED BY THE MOST COMPETENT JUDGES, TO BE 
WiTHoOouUtT A RIVAL. 
J - 


ARTEMUS WARD, 


MAC ARONE, 
BTHAN SPIKE, 


and PHILOSOPHERS who have made their mark in VANITY FAIR 
TS, will_still continue with us, having been specially engaged for 
graced as heretofore with original eugravings by our GNAP- 
ed, sia, in ZAMITE FAIR, but the entire contents of 
on 
col 


A fo 
the time to subscribe at the 4 cement of the New Volume. 
Seal all letters securely, and address plainly to 


And the lon: 
as GENIALA 
this paper. hile 
PROACHABLE A 


LOUIS H. STEPHENS, Publisher for Proprietors, 
No. 116 Nassau Street, New-York. 


« SPECIAL NOTICE.—Postmasters and others will oblige us by gains as Agents, A 
\pecimen Copy wits be sent free on application. Framy Se gent sending Club o bat may retain 
Res tf he should prefer to do so, instead of voonemes py of Paper. We should like to have 





an agent in every Town and Village throughout the Vountry. Send for Specimen Copy. 





Pu‘ished for the Proprietors, by lous H, Sterns, at 116 Nassau Street, N. Y 


OLD AND NEW BOOKS BOUGHT, 


WORKS ON DANCING FOR gay 
CHEAP. 


Blasis’s Art of Dancing, (London 
Wilson’s English Country Dancing, 
Mrs. Webster on Dancing, Cente 
Cellarius Drawing-Room Dances, 
Gallini Art of Dancing, (London,) 
Ferrero’s Art of Dancing,.. 
Wit and Humor Pluribustah, 
Prentice Witand Humor,.... 
Brougham’s Humorous Stories, 
Miss Slimmens’s Window, 6 
Harrison’s Humorist, (scarce, London) % 
Wikoff’s My Courtship, 
LEGGATT BROS., 

119 Nassau street, N.Y. 


deve “aa 
“th 


J. H. JUHINSTON & co, 


150 Bowery cor. Broome, 
NEW-YORK, 
A GOOD 18 CARAT 


Gold Hunting-Cased 
Lady’s Watch, / 


Detached Lever and Warranted, 


Offer at war prices their stock of fine 


GOLD & SILVER WATCHES, 


Rich Jewelry and Diamonds. Sterling Silver 
are of every Design and Pattern, and fie 
Plated Ware of our own manufacture, Our 


Ice-Pitchers Pare Reet —Ice- 


are of the newest and best styles, and sl: 
ing faster ‘han ever. 
edding and Visiting Cards, ard A: 
bums, Hair Jewelry, etc , etc. 
Watches and Jewelry repaired, 


olar Matches: Con: 

TAIN NO SULPHUR; HAVE 
no unpleasant Smell when burning; 
safest to use ; as cheap as Sulphur 
warranted to stand heat or damp pete 
— any other. Patented. Sold every 


where. 
SOLAR MATCH CO., 
13 Cedar Street, New-York. 








Soldiers, see to your own health, 
do not trust to the army supplies. Cholert, 
fever, and bowel complaint will follow your 
slightest indiscretion. HOLLOWAY’ Pils 
and Ointment should be in every mats 
knapsack. The British and the Frew 
troops use no other medicines. : 

Only 25 cents per Box or Pot. Mi 


STEARNS & BEALE, 


STATIONERS, 


147 Fulton, near Broadway, 
Where they offer a full assortment of 


MERCANTILE STATIONER!, 
WRITING PAPERS, 


BLANK ACCOUNT BOOK 


Photographic Albums, 
Gold Pens, etc. 
Blank Books made to any pattern. Tithe 


graphic and Letier-Press inting at shot 
not ce. 


G reat Musical “Bot 
DEPOT. J. PalLLab 
21 M the Lane, 
—a ae exter og at Two oi 
t prices vary’ 
Sentech aan Fifty Dollars. each h playins! 
2, 3, 4, 6, 8 10, 12, 16 and 24 airs. 
BEAUTIFUL TOY BOXES FOR OURS 
BOXES TO SUIT ALL AGES ANDT 
Call and examine them. 


Fine Gold and Silver Watches Cheap f 








EE Musical Bowes Repaired. 

















on & cee 2 


= & 


wea4tga @a Oo ©. 


co=-a 


aA Sf a aest + effet ef @ ote 


esence@ass 








August 23, 1862.] 














A RAY OF HOPE. 


WAIT TILL THEY COME TO DRAFT THE BACHELORS, AND THEN !—” 








GEMS FROM THE HERALD. 


Wuey the Admirable Cricuton, who presides over the “ Times of 
America,” has a grand theme for the display of his genius, he dips 
his pen up to the handle in the well of English undefiled, and goes 
in. On Sunday morning last he produced a three-column article on 
“The Navy,” which is so terse, so exhaustive, and so supereminently 
clear, that we cannot refrain from giving a couple of extracts, by way 
of showing the miserable imitators of the Herald across the water, 
the true tone and quality of that original and enlightened mind which 
exercises the same control over public opinion in this country, that 
moonshine exercises over the tidesof the sea. Here are the extracts. 
We italicise the strong points: 

“The hurried activity displayed at all our naval stations now is a convincing 


proof that the Government is determined to crush the present rebellion speedily 
and successfully.” 


“The determination of the Government to carry out and speedily crush the 
tebellion, has attained such magnitude that ull other Powers have become 
jealous, and are viewing our movements with swch cautious scrutiny that they 
are completely amazed.” 

Imagine the “magnitude” of a “ determination ” capable of carry- 
ing out a rebellion and speedily crushing it successfully at one and the 
same time; and think, too, O reader! if your brain is able to grasp 
the immense idea of the terrific spectacle of the other powers “ com- 
pletely amazed,” in fact flabbergasted, by their own “ cautious scru- 
tiny.” Since Mr. BRANCH gave up the publication of his great lite- 
Tary rival of the Herald, the “‘ Anaconda,” we have seen nothing in 
print comparable to the article referred to. Invidious persons, who 
are inclined to detract from the merits of the NAPOLEON of the Press, 
attribute the article to Secretary WELLES, but those best acquainted 
With the style of the responsible editor of the Herald, feel assured 
that he wrote every line of it. 

oe 
Too True. 


“ Ah,” said the Lodger, “I wish I were a good joke !” 
“Why so ?” asked Our Contributor. 
“ Because, if I were, you'd give me Currency !” 








Sanguine Spinster.—“ No MORE SINGLE MEN TO BE APPOINTED TO THE POLICE; HOW FORTUNATE! | 
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Men’s Trials. 


2 Tuis is the kind of weather that tries me,” 
said young METHUSELAH, languidly, as he 
stretched his flaccid person upon four blocks 
|of ice. 

“But,” rejoined old Meruusetan, “I 
thought you considered yourself a Judge of the 
weather, eh?” 

““ And so I am,” said young METHUSELAH. 
| “Then why don’t you Try it ?” suggested 
old METHUSELAH. 

— << _>——— 
| Our “ Plates.” 


| At a late meeting of the National Commit- 

| tee, it was among other things truly resolved 

| that ‘‘ the time has come for the nation to put 
. |on its whole armor.” 

| Well, now, which of you is going to stick 

on the first postage-stamp? Don’t all speak 

at once. 





ee 


| 

Columbia’s Wager of Battle. 
’ | Wacer Hatiecs. 
Fy 


— ee 
Sticks TO Us Like Wax.—Our Tar. 
i ol 
A Financial Reflection. 


THE adhesive postage-stamp is nothing but 
{human fly-paper, after all. We can’t help 
flying to it, and we are sure to get stuck. 


ee 
Definitions. 


“ Mum's Cabinet.’’—A kind of Green Seal. 
LincoLtn’s Cabinet.—A kind of Green Zeal. 


_— si 
A Sentiment. 


THE SICKLES Brigade :—May they Reap as 
the Rebels sow! 


THE PLAINT OF THE POSTAGE-STAMP. 


I aM a very dirty little Stamp, 
My back is gummed, my face is dimly blurred, 
And yet I am, in commerce, cot, and camp, 
Familiar as the well-known household word. 
Yet oh! to think that I should ever be 
Converted into legal currency ! 


Now, on an envelope I’m not so bad, 
And I take letters through both cheap and neat ; 
Sticking to one thing was a way I had, 
But now I stick to everything I meet. 
And oh! to think that I could ever be 
Passed in the place of metal currency ! 


To do my duty I did ne’er refuse ; 
But woe is me, for I have fallen low; 
Tm passed for vulgar drinks and oyster-stews, 
And dirty shaves—’tis that that sticks me so! 
Alas! alas! that I should ever be 
A victim to the dearth of currency ! 


Thumbing and gumming have quite worn me out ; 
I’m drab and dingy now, instead of red ; 

My back is weak, and soon, without a doubt, 
If I am passed much more I’ll lose my head 

O sorry day! when I did chance to be 

Put to the use of baser currency ! 


on _ 


Cut ’em Off. 

Tue Poet was reading in the papers of a party of Rebel Guerrillas 
that were surrounded and imprisoned, out West, lately, simply be- 
cause they knew nothing of the style of warfare they had adopted. 

‘It must have been mortifying,” observed the reader. 

“ Mortifying!” cried X., “yes, worse; it was a Gang-green!” 
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ETHAN SPIKE ON “SKEDADDLE.” 
Canavy, Aug. 12th, 1862. 

Arter I licked Sam Peasopy—or, as some mulicious persons did 
say, arter Sam licked me—-an. bein instigated as aforesaid, did fur- 
ther say that I was so licked that I beliered like a weuned calf 
when his rations of the matern«l lacterineous fluids is first cut off. 
This statement of my inemies must be taken with a good many 
grains of onsartinty. Toe be sure, in that orful skrimmage, I did 
think [ hern suthin drop, and it is also true that when I got hum 
an looked in the glass, the mug that looked aout of it at me was so 
buoged an ginerally spylt, that ef I'd met it in a cornfield, I 

ou'du’t hev known it from a warty punking in the kerlap:ed 
stage of the tater-rot. Haowsever, as | remember layia daown, 
takin Sam right on top of me au holdin him there a good while, I 
cant think I was licked. 

Prehaps I shant get posthumorous justice in this sinful state, but 
when I’ve snufled off this mortial kyle, when I've gone the way of 
all Sprkes, an the places that didu’t know me before will hev forever 
lost the chance of forming the acquaintance—then, when history 
records this gret battle, wiil I be sot right, History is a rum cus- 
tomer, an it will insist on knowing whatever bekim of tew thirds of 
Sam Peasopy’s left ear, ef I was licked! 

But, as I was goin to say——Arter the lickin which Sam or I got— 
an for pertikerlers of wich fuiurity is respectfully refered to the 
aforesaid history—I jined a Peice Convention, hevin first offered my- 
self toe the Shakio Quakers, which religious body had no occasion 
for me—an, with a few exceptions, hev ever since maintained a stiddy 
testimony agin wars an fitins—likewise agin all briles wh-tsomever. 
But when I see that Eogland threatens—in case we invade Canady 
to kim over in the Gret Eastern an bumbard Boston--all the fust 
man Apam, with a sprinklin of Mernusatem an Tusa Kang, ris in 
my bussom. I chucked my Peice badge into the fire and told Peice 
Conventions an Shakin Quakers to go to——Texas, I think it was, 
but I wont be sartin, as when I’m riled I’m apt to chaw terbaker an 
swear both. 


For, says I to myself, says I, we sertingly shail invade Canady. 
Aour folks hev pretty much sot their minds on stir up them blue- 
nose Kernucks with the longest kind of a pole, squilchin their high 
+ craowned bats an reducin their unsarcumsised coat collars to the 
Quaker standard. An for doin this nighborly act, for thus improvin 
the condition of them fog-struck, herrin-eatin sinners; we're to be 
paid off in bom-shells! 

The fires of 76 ris in my bussum--they blazed—they increased 
till they marked 86 in the shade! 

I tuck a snifter of old rye an felt like a “giant refreshed with 
wine.” I tuck another, an felt like two giants; then, arter lickerin a 
few times with some friends, I maounted the horse-block an made 
one of them thrillin war speeches for wich I am so justly suller- 
trsted. My peroarration in pertikular was considered painfully 
enlendiferous, 

I peeled off clean daoun to shirt and trowsis, stomped on my hat, 
and squared away at England. 

“ Kim on,” says I, “ brung aout yer red-coats—yer infernal biled 
lobsters! Who keers a brunagem cuss for yer lion! He’sa super- 
moonerated old critter that orter go to a dentist. Why, bless yer 
silly old soul, Joan! we manyfacters tom-cats in this hum of the 
brave that'll lick all yer wild beasts an beastesses, an holler for 
more. 

“Trot em aout, trot em aout!” I yelled. “The American Eagle 
is a whettin his bill an puttin his tale fethersin order. He’s just 
abaout makin a slight lunchin of Jerr. Davis an his gang, wich will 
give him an appetite for your mermaidoos for dinner! 

“ Kim on, old slow-coach—old fatty—an briog Mounseer Nosry 
along tvo, ef you like, aour bird will moast likely want him for 
supper.” 

I put my name to the roll at onct, an then, arter a little suthin to 
drink, I had a cocktail or two with some more friends, an felt like 
three giants an Barnum's fat woman, all tandum, with Maj. Nurr 
under the waggin. ‘Theu I toek a leetle beer, wich made me feel 
like Perern—commoonly called the hermetically sealed—an started 
on a crusade to the acjining taowns, 

There is a partial wail of obscurity over my doins for the remain- 
der of that ewentful day. Enough, haowsomever, has kim aout to 
show that I signed the roll in five diferent taowns and three times 
in the last ! 

This was distressin. True, it was patriotic, for I had volunteerd 
a hull platoon in my own pro prior personification. I was multum 
in ipsy dicksy—a host in myself—a sort of H pluribus onion read 
backerds! Still it was distressin. I didu’t feel warlike—them 
giants hed al) gone and taken Peter the Hermit with them. I hed 
no money, nobody offered to treat, so, you see, 1 had no material 
for gettin up arry a giant, or even the smallest kind of a Peter. 





What was toe be did? I couldn't fill all the places I had agreed to 
--I hate partiality, so I skedaddled, an shall probably remain in 
Canady till things get more settled daoun in the Stares. My bealth 
is quite poor. A root av airb doctor told me long ago, I'd got ebronic 
konvalessence lurkin somers in my system. A leetie retiracy from 
actyve duties may preserve my valooable life a leetle longer fur my 
country. 

My inemies—all good men hev em--the gooder the more—will 
misrepresent me in thisas they did in the PEasopy skrimmage—but 
I agin fall back on history to set me right. 

For the present [ content myself with quotin from Dr. Warts on 
Marcz.uvs, slightly altered for the occasion: 

“ More safer fur, Skedaddler exiled feels, 
Than ef he dwelt on tented fields,” 


Ernan Spike, 
de ——$—— = 





THE SONG OF THE DRAFT, 


From Was' ington City an order there came, 

Aud the mighty great Sranron emitted the same ; 

For it suddenly burst on his far-sighted ken 

That the Army of Union yet needed more men ; 

And some shook with dismay as they saw paragraphed 
The order official, announcing a Draft. 


And here there was one who, where t»ddies are sold, 
Had raved in a manner uncommonly bold; 

Who had marked wita his beer a campaign on the table, 
To prove HALLECK a fool, aud MCCLELLAN unable ; 
And he sobbed, as his julep he nervously quaffe i: 

“0 gracious! what’s this that I hear of a Draft?” 


And others, in dread of their spines or their scalps, 
Felt a passionate love of the Rhine or the Alps; 
Inside their brave bosoms observed en emotion 

Of love tor the grandeur and glory of ocean; 

So they rushed to the steamers, but forward or aft, 
Not a berth could they get on account of the Draft. 


The amateur braves, who, in buttons and lace, 

In Broadway had shown a militia-man’s grace, 

Had displayed to their own and the Ixdies’ delight 

All soldierly things save a soldierly fight ; 

Oi! they felt their knees knocking, their brains going daft, 
As they read in the papers the news of the Draft! 


While another, accustomed the platform to shake 
With that species of eioquence calied Wide-Awake ; 
Who charmed all the heurers below him, agog 

With benevolence paruy, aud partly with grog ; 

As he read the brave order of war to the ha‘t, 

He appeared halt-jnclined to dishonor the Draft, 


And the newspaper warriors, scorning to shriuk 

When tbey led the long columns of type and of ink, 
Experienced straightway a weakness of back, 

Whici they’d Lever observed when they fought for the black; 
But they swore for the honor aud pride of the craft, 

They'd continue to write in defense of the Draft. 


But the jolly brave fellow who never knew f. ar, 
Said: ‘*‘ When my land wants me, I mean to be hero; 
I'm stout in my lungs, and I’m stout in each limb; 
My ear isn’t dull, and my eye isn’t dim.” 

So at Doctors’ Certificates loud'y he laughed, 

And awaited, in peace, the result of the Draft. 


——— ———— a 
Pass the Bowl. 


Tue following item, gathered from a contemporary, suggests 
pleasant remembrances of what people dread so much now-—-a gene- 
ral draught : 

“The Marseilles journals mention a player of bow!s, named Moret, new in that 
city of such great skill at the game, that, not satisfied with b ating his adver ary 
as an ordinury mortal, he carries on his head whie playing a pyramid of six bot- 
tles, which, whether he is bowling, picking up his bowl, or in motion, never 
loses its perpendicular.” 

What we want to know about this Moret is, whether he empties 
the contents of the six bottles into his bowl as soon as he has 
picked the latter up, and whether he maintains a particular at 
tendant for the purpose of picking him up, should he “ lose bis per- 
pendicular ” afier swallowing the copious potation. Let this go, 
however: the Moret of the story has its force, which is this:—If 
you want to “beat your adversary as an ordinary mortal,” carry 
the bottle outside instead of inside your head. 
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WEAK KNEES. 


ARDLY a day pass- 
es that we do not 
hear somebody or 
another complaining 
of the ludicrous ner- 
vous afft ction known 
as “ weakness of the 
knees,” which, until 
within two or three 
weeks past, was a 
malady sturdily ig- 
nored even by those 
constitutionally af- 
flicted with it. 

The diagnosis of 
this bumiliating af- 
fection may be ex- 
tended as follows: 

Atall hours of the 
day, and night, the 
patient is subject to 
convulsive starts. 
he : He gets up, sudden- 
ly, from bis couch, or chair, and makes a bolt for the door, falling flat 
upon hig face, however, before he has gone two paces, owing to tre- 
mor in his knee-joints. 

The sound of a drum, trumpet, or other martial music in the street, 
throws the patient into a cold perspiration, the least check of which 
induces delirium. In his ravings during this state, the patient fre- 
quently tears his hair with great violence, ejaculating at shcrt inter- 
vals, “*‘ Me mother! me mother!” and expressing wishes that he was 
either a boy again, and under eighteen years old, or more of a man, 
and over forty-five. It is between these two ages, only, that -weak- 
ness of the knees is ever known to make its insidi.us attacks, 

Thirst is an invariable concomitant symptom of the melady. There 
is acraving f r alcoholic beverages, from the stimulating effects of 
which the patient is enabled to stand upright for a few minutes at a 
time. He is then usually very pugilist'c, and even sanguinary, but fal!s 
down flat on his back if any person happens to be so inconsiderate 
as to point, or even look, suddenly at him. 

Post-mortem examinations of persons who have died of weak-knees, 
have disclos:d the singu'ar fact that their livers had turned to chalk 
of the most dazzling whiteness. 

They are very sensitive to sudden drafts, and will even get into a 
chest of drawers, or under a bed, to escape one. A mania for moving 
away to foreign countries possesses them, seeming to increase in pro- 
poruon to their loss of locomotive power in the legs; with regard to 
which latter, however, it is a notable magnetic fact that, like the po- 
lar needle, they ever turn toward the North, and seem capable of 
putting at a tremendous pace for Canada, especially. 

The climate of California is sometimes craved after by the unfortu- 
nate afflicied with wesk-knees. A pamphlet on the subject, how- 
ever, has lately been published by Dr. Lincotn, in which he conclu- 
sively upsets the fallacy that change of climate is conducive to vigor 
of the knee-joints; indeed, he goes so far as to say that patients at- 
tempting to leave their country on the approach of a crisis must do 
80 at their own risk. Dr. LINCOLN, is of course, @ standard author- 
iy on such subjects; and yet we venture to disagree with him as to 
the judiciousness of preventing such cripples as those in question 

m trying the effect of foreign climates. Fortunately, we have 
ouly a few thousands of them among us, and we thiuk that the very 
best course the Government could tske respecting them would be 
to ship them off cheaply to some distant and desolate island, under 
the denomination of Fright. 


—_——- i _ - 
A VERY USEFUL INSTRUMENT. 


Ir is announced in The Tribune that the new organ at the College 
of St. Francis Xavier will ‘imitate the sounds of a hail storm, the 
singing of birds, and the human voice.” We happen to know that 
this is not all. It has also been constructed to crow in the morning 
to wake the porter; it wiil deliver a lecture on Astronomy; it will 
do the washing and ironing of the College, and in case of emergency, 

& Most ingenious arrangement of the bellows-handle, it can be 
ured for flogging delinquents; while it is under perfect control, hay- 
ing Forty-two Stops; being Forty-two more than any known Mem- 

ot Congress; with Four Key-boards, each able, by its ravishing 
music, to steal upon us in a way which cannot be surpassed by even 
Four Boards of Aldermen, with all the Keys of the Cuy. St. F. X. 
May now be considered an exceedingly well-organized college. 
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AS IT HAPPENED. 


‘* GENERAL McCoox was in his ambulance, wounded, when shot by the guerril- 
las. Ti.is atrocious murder was committed near Salem, Alabama.”— Telegram, 
Tth August, 1862. 


I 


The wounded Chief in his ambulance, 
(Softly, slowly, 
O’er ground unholy,) 
Fell among ogres by War’s mischance, 
Oh! a sad chapter of War’s romance. 


Il. 


Along the wood-road angular, 
With jolting revolting, 
But nigh the halting, 
Lumbers the hearse-like hospital-car— 
Hearse like they go that learses are! 


Ill. 


And out from the copse where the ground Jay low, 

(Ping! ping! 

Hear the swift lead sing !) 
Caitiff cur-men, they come and go, 
(Brave dogs to bay round a dying foe!) 
And they shot the Chief in his chariot slow. 
IV. 

Gentler, far, by the Gaboon River 

Dwells Gorilla, 

The weird man-killer, 
Than the skulking brutes at whose footfalls quiver 
The Ala. vines. O Lyncu! lawgiver, 
String them aloft, unshrift by shriver! 


— a 
THE TRUTH, AT LAST. 


Tue plumpest example of bare, unadorned Truth that has been 
exhibited for a long time, is contained in President Lincotn’s 
“talk” to the Committee of Colored Men by whom he was visited 
on Thursday last. “On this broad continent, not a single man of 
your race is made the equal of a single man of ours,” said Mr, Lin- 
coLN—who might have added, “nor married man, either.” “ But 
for your race among us,” continued the President, ‘ there could be no 
war, although many men engaged on either side do not care for you 
one way or the other.” Here, indeed, we have the mark of the band 
muscular with “ mauling rails,” and now brought down smartly 
over the knuckles of the Rabid Abolitionists with playful severity. 
Winpatt Puitiirs must wince at this, Lioyp Garrison is known 
to have bitten off both his thumbs in consequence of it, GREELEY 
has plunged his aching fists into a strawberry poultice; and the 
venerable chieftan of the Hvening Post has been seen skedaddling 
about the business district of the city, with a barrel full of ashes 
upon his head. 

Let us congratulate the good African, that the plain, unvarnished, 
no-kid-gloves-on, manly, full-blown, righteous, unpalatable truth has 
at length been conveyed to him in a delicately gilded pill. 


—_ 


To Parties Concerned. 


Ws hear strange stories of men cutting off their fingers so as to in- 
capacitate themselves from using fire-arms, and so escape the draft. 
Now, cannot some of those ingenious mechanics who construct spu- 
rious limbs, contrive false fingers to match the false hearts of fellows 
who would thus render themselves unserviceable to their country in 
her hour of danger? These they should be compelled to wear; but 
it might be as well to cut off their feet, so as to prevent them from 
running away—as such chicken-hearted ninnyhammers would be 
likely to do, in case of a fight. 


oe 
A “Man Made of Money.” 


It is stated by the Western papers that Mr. SILVERMAN, a Chicago 
Banker, who went to Memphis upon a cotton speculation, was robbed 
by guerrillas, and afterward lodged in Memphis jail. This, if true, is 
ead; but our mind is really so much out of gear owing to the fright- 
ful state of our present currency, that we, who have seen nothing 
better than a Postege-Stamp man for ever so long, cannot but envy 
the Memphis guerrillas their possession of a real SILVERMAN. 
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THE SUBSTITUTE BUSINESS. 


Sm™PkKINsoN, WHO HAS ADVERTISED FOR A SUBSTITUTE RESEMBLING HIMSELF, IS TAKEN ABACK BY 
THE SUDDEN APPEARANCE OF THE DESIRED PARTY, WHO SAYS THAT ‘* WITH A BLACK COAT AND A PAIR 


OF JOUVIN’S KIDS, HE THINKS HE MIGHT PASS MUSTER For 8.” 


A Paradox for the Army. 

Ir would be outrageous to call Military 
men Laymen, and yet they are all more or 
less subject to a Halt. 

oe 
We Move. 

Wene any evidence still wanting to prove 
what a military people we have all at once 
become, it might be found in the fact that 
several contracts for Fencing and Flagging 
have just been negotiated in this city. 

a oe 

Wot a Square tender by any means. 

Tae Postage-stamp—as anybody may see 
by taking its measure. 

ee 

A quapriaTeraL which we are all bound 
to take. 

The postage-stamp. 





Tue Field-Marshal’s Baton that Brecxry- 
RIDGE didn’t clutch. 
Baton Rouge. 
ete 
“WELCOME, LITTLE STRANGER!”—as_ the 
man said when he found the three-cent piece 
among his postage-stamps. 


2S oo 
Rhodomontade. 


WE are told that Rhode Island is going to 
raise a negro regiment. This is bad for 
GREELEY, for WInD-ALL PHuLwips, and for 
id genus omne, whose cherished Colossus, the 
Ethiop, is now about to go into business on 
his own account, as a Colossus of Rhode’s. 

SE. * Tt) Se 


D1aBoLicaL effects of the Postage-stamp 
as currency. 
Styx everywhere. 
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A CURRENCY CAROL. 
Arn—* Gaily the Troubadour.” 


Hurrad for letter-stamps, 
Down with the mints. 

Henceforward change shall be 
Called by its tints, 

“ Reds,” “ browns,” ‘‘ greens,” “ yellows,” “ blues,” 

Send us in showers, 

Leaves, ’stead of solid fruit, 
Henceforth be ours. 


Silver, the jingling stuff, 
Vanishes quick; 

Stamps less erratic, when 
Pocketed, stick. 

Dimes, halves, and quarters go 
Swift as they come. 

Post-office cash we keep, 
Longer, by Gum! 


Funny the colloquies 
Heard in all trades, 

Since all our shiners went 
Down to the shades. 

Barkeepers charge for drinks 
Solely by hue; 

Lord! how the “ greens” mount up 
If you get blue! 


All business done in stamps 
Clearly is fair, 

Seeing the payments made 
Needs must be square. 

Keep then the game alive, 
Add to the batch, 

Into “‘ the current’”’ throw 
Nothing but Patch. 





JONES AGAIN. 


WHEREVER JONES goes, whatever Jonzs does, there is always sure 
to be something connected with his movements that borders on the 
humorous—which is the less remarkable, however, because JONES 
considers himself a top-sawyer of a tragedian. 

At Boston, the other day, for instance, JoNEs issued notices that he 
was going to treat the élite of that city toalecture. He doesn’t spell 
his name JongEs, now, indeed, as he did when we knew him forty or 
fifty years ago: he spells himself JoANNES, now, and calls himself a 
Count—which, by the by, is a title that ought to be reserved exclu- 
sively for Lightning Calculators, who would be certain to Figure re- 
spectably with it. 

JONES’s advertisement at Boston ran thus :— 


“The Count Joannzs will deliver a lecture to ladies, exclusively, at Tremont 
Temple, Aug. 13,1862. None but ladies will be admitted. 
“The Mayor will preside.” 


From the above are we to infer that Boston, in its brimming loyalty, 
has sent all its men away to the battle-field? Ifnone but ladies were 
to be admitted to Jongs’s lecture, and if the Mayor presided at the 
same, it is obvious that the latter dignitary does not belong to the 
masculine gender. Assuming such to be the fact, we may of course 
conclude that City Mothers, not City Fathers, rock skilfully the cra- 
dle of that crooked town, and that Alder-women and Common 
Council-women may be seen sweeping its streets with a brigade 
of Bridgets at their command. Would that we could arrange such & 
desirable state of affairs here!—only then Jones might be down upon 
us with a lecture, and our native garbage, even, is better than that. 


—— ee 


Physiological Phenomenon. 


Norwirnstanpine the saying of physicians, that perspiration is 
frequently checked by a Draught, we notice that since a Draft has 
been talked of, a good many able-bodied men are getting in a sweat 
about it. 
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AT THE FERRY. 


Loyal Citizen.— I wisi To visit THE NEIGHBORING TERRITORY OF 
New-Jersey, IF SUCH INDULGENCE IS NOT INCOMPATIBLE WITH THE RE- 
cent ODER AND THE PUBLIC INTEREST.” 


THE PRO-SLAVERY TRIUMPH. 

Arr—“ The Assyrian came down like a wolf,” etc., etc. 
SPECULATION’S triumphaut—the people are sold— 
In the Oxre’s foul pa'm lie our silver and gold. 


“To the Devil,” he cries, “ with the public—to me 
What are meum and tuum, bosh! fiddle-de-dee.” 


Ah! the tonsors of Wall street are shaving us clean, 
We have put our fool's noses their fingers between, 
Aad the razor of Greed, edged on Knavery’s hone, 
Skins alive in the process the “ Sinew and Bone.” 


The spirit of Dives, from Hades upcast, 

Is on furlough, it seems, while this struggle ehall last, 

And his kin in the flesh, with a blood-thirsty thrill, 

Clap their hands for the strife that brings grist to their mill. 


There's the swindle in contracts—the premium beside, 

Qn the coin to the million, who need it, denied, 

And these sources of wealth, to which Fashion lends wings— 
While the nation weeps blood—-speed the dance at “‘ the Springs.” 


Though our champions are falling like leaves in the vale, 
And the widowed and orphaned are loud in their wail, 
Tuere are revels afoot—undisturbed by the moan— 
Among jubilant rascals, with plunder o’erblown. 


Gross Belshazzars, beware, lest, ’mid music and mirth, 

A dread hand—ay, the PeopLe’s—from darkness come forth, 
And prefigure your fate, without flourish or trope, 

With a cross-beam, a pulley, Jack Kercu, and a rope. 


——j>—_---_____-_—__ 
Something in the Wind. 


Governor ANDREWS, of Massachusetts, availing himself of a docu- 
mental flaw, bas decided to draft the negro along with the white man. 
We were going to make some caustic remarks upon the matter ; 
but, on consideration, and allowing for the thermometer and the dog- 
days, we think we had rather not stand between Governor ANDREW 
and That Draft. 








ms GRAND ENTERTAINMENT. 

WE have been favored with the following programme of a Grand 
Enteriainmen!, short'y to be given, in some ha: dy place, for the Ben- 
etit ot Whom it May C ncern. Many dis:inguished names appear on 
the list, and a full attendance is expecied. 
Part I. 

Music; by the Orchestra: “Hird Times, come again no more,” 
with vocal chorus of Leading Merchants. 

Soto; by ABRAHAM LINCOLN: “All's Well!” 

Recitation; “ Lincs on the James River,” by General GzorcE B. 
McCLeLLan. 

[These Lines were composed during a frightful series of battles on 
the Peninsula, and have commanded the admiration of the whole 
world, excepting, perhaps, the Abolitionsts. ] 

SoLo; by a Heavy Exchange Broker: “I’ve got a Shilling.” 

“ Pve got a shilling, a jolly, jolly shilling; 
I love a shilling as cear as I love my life; 
I’ve bank-uotes to lend, 
And postage-stamps to spend, 
But my silver [ shall hoard throughout the strife!” 

Sone aud Caorus; ‘Fake Away!” 

[Messrs. FLoyp and Davis have been invited to execute this char- 
acteristic melody, but their appearance is doubtful, as the police will 
be in attendance. | 
Part I] 


Music; by the Orchestra: “Army Calls.” 

Cuant; by General Jonn CHARLES FREMONT: 
ABRAHAM,” 

[The gentleman will sing this out of the wrong side of his moutb.] 

National AIR; by Lord Lyons: “ Britannia Rues the Koaves.” 

Sone; by Governor MorGaN, with Cuorus by Other Parlor Offi- 
cers: ‘‘ How Merry We live that Soldiers be !” 

Sone; by a Private in the Army of Fighters before Richmond: 
“ My Lodging is on the Cold Ground!” 

APPEAL; by General HALLEcK: 
More.” 

[As the General will hardly have time to c»mplete this effort soon 
enough, he wil! probably give only a Rough D alt.] 

Sone; by a promiuent Army Uniform Contractor: “ Judge not a 
Man by the Coat that he wears!” 

Cuorus; by the Members of the Cabinet: “Many Men of Many 
Minds,” 


“The Sacrifice of 


“Three Hundred Thousand 


Part III. * 

Music; by the Orchestra: ‘The Music of the Union.” 

ReciTaTION, Poem; “ Pity the Ecrors of a Poor Oid Pa.” 

[The Premier of Eagland has been invited to deliver this. ] 

THE COMMANDER TO THE Epitor; Recitation: “ How Doth the 
little busy Bee?” General ButLER. To be followed by a Glee be- 
tween the same gentleman and the Provost-Marshal of New-Orleans: 
‘Guy no more, Luaies!” 

SoLo; by General Fremont: “ All in the Downs.” 

THE PRESIDENT TO HIS MINISTER-OF-WaR; SOLO: “ Come, Arouse 
Thee!” 

Repty; Comic Sona: “ Time enough for that, says I!” Secretary 
STANTON. 

NEW MARSEILLAISE; DveEt, by the Editors of the Zriéune and Hven- 
ing Post: 

“Ye Sons of Afric! strong and musky, 
Hark, bark what idiots bid ye nse! 
Your children, wives, and grand-ires dusky— 
Behold the way they roll their eyes!” 

Sone and Cuorus of New Rear-Admirals: ‘“‘ We belong to Gip- 
EON’s Band.” 

Reaping; from “The Mountebank :” HENRY WARD BEECHER. 

The whole to conclude with a Grand Chorus by Abolition Senators 
and their Friends the Contractors: ‘“ Forty Thieves.” 


—— 


Saddle vs. Skedaddle. 


, 


“A Horsr-DeaLer” writes to us to inquire whether Draft horses 
will be purchased by the Government for the purpose of mounting 
Drafted men. 

This is a question with which we do not feel ourselves competent 
to deal, as we are not a Dealer, neither have we a great deal of 
confidence in that craft generally, on account of its craft. In our 
opinion, however, regular Saddie horses ought to be provided for 
such troopers as stand the draft, and regular Skedaddle horses for 
such sneaks as don’t, in order that we may get rid of these last as 
soon as possible. 
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TWO FAGOTS AND A FOOZLE. 


A FIERCE controversy has been raging between the Daily Times 
and the Zribune, with regard to the comparative fitness for limbo of 
the two fire-brand orators, VALLANDIGHAM and WENDELL PHILLIPS; 
the corollary of which argument is, that there is nothing to be said 
in favor of either fire-brand. 

As for VALLANDIGHAM—we believe the gentleman eases off his 
rather trip-up name by pronouncing it VALLAND-MN—as for V ALLAN- 
DIGHAM, we say, SO outrageously has he aired his ultra-secessionist 
proclivities during the past Winter «:.«1 Summer, that, like Deyanrra’s 
famous Yoke Shirt hung out to dry, their contact was dangerous to 
the members of the body politic who happened to stray within reach 
of their wild flutterings. So intent indeed was VALLANDIGHAM, for 
many months, upon digging up dirt wherewith to bespatter Mr. 
Lixcoiw and his Government, that he at last dug himself into a hole 
in the ground, out of which his voice may now occasionally be heard, 
hoarse and sepulchral, like that of Prince HAMLet’s departed, but 
still iron-plated, parent. So far as the popular suggestion goes with 
regard to securing VALLANDIGHAM behind the prison-bars of Fort 
Warren, we object to it, simply on the score of expense. He would 
not be worth the amount of gum-paper which it would cost to keep 
him there, and it is far wiser, therefore, to let him remain in his hole- 
in-the-ground, casting, if necessary, an occasional shovel-full of rub- 
bish upon his head, to keep him down. Let the latter pleasing task 
be ours; that is, we will bind ourselves to furnish and use the shovel 
—the rubbish must be found by VALLANDIGHAM himeelf. 

WENDELL PHILLIPS—WINDALL is better, perhans—is an abler man 
than VALLANDIGHAM, and, therefore, a worse. We say “‘ therefore a 
worse,” because his talents are, equally with those of the former, di- 
rected to the overthrow of the Union, and he has more of them to 
butt with. We flatter Parciirs by using the expression “butt” in 
connection with his mad rushes, but we hardly know what the re- 
spectable ram would say from whom we borrow the figure. Different 
in other respects also, from VALLANDIGHAM, PHILLIPS has never yet 
dug himself more than ankle-deep into the dirt, because he possesses 
the rare faculty of filling up the chasm with vituperation as fast as 
he opens it. 

But a singular fact has leaked out during the controversy already 
alluded to, namely, that the Zribune has stolen a balloon from the 
Times. The eccentric old party by whom the former sheet is 
‘‘inspired,” as the French expression goes, sketched upon his paper 
a cartoon of VALLANDIGHAM and PHILLIPS, falling from an air-balloon 
plump upon the ramparts of Richmond. The thing was done to il- 
lustrate the probable reception of each of those worthies in that city, 
under the circumstances propounded ; but the Zimes has put in an 
injunction upon the balloon, and the 7ribume is under a rule to restore 
it, at the loss of gas and costs. 

Something ought really to be done with the various old party who 
inspires the Tribune. Egyptian MEMNoNS are but small mysteries 
compared with him. Duskier and more shadowy he grows day by 
day, reminding us now, in his miry mazings, of nothing so much as 
a curious fossil once see by us in a museum, with this label pinned to 
its shrivelled form:—“ Penguin found in the guano of the Island of 
Ichaboe, coast of Africa, 30 feet below the surface. Supposed to be 
3000 years old.” 
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MARCH UP! 


MARCH up and claim the bounty, boys, 
Fight of your own free will, 

Your country with imploring voice 

Tenders the sword—the Patriot’s choice 
She proffers to you still. 


Before Conscription’s arm of steel 
Shall make its stern arrests, 

Before the Eagle’s grip you feel, 

The thunderbolts accept, and deal, 
Unforced, on rebel crests. 


March up and place each strong right hand 
In Freedom’s shining palms, 

Let it go forth to every land 

That in our gates the legions stand 
Singing their hero psalms. 


Singing: “O Land! to thee we owed 
In peace all gifts benign ; 

Thou art in peril, point the road 

To victory, we need no goad 
Our arms, our lives are thine.” 


March up, like freemen as ye are, 
Your strength the nation needs, 

Elect to fight, and let not War 

Chain you, like helots, to his car— 
Away! your country bleeds! 





ws ee ee 
A Rare Chance for Contractors. 


Vanity Farr finds in a Western paper the following queer adver- 
tisement: 

b “To Rent—A house on Melville avenue, located immediately alongside of a fine 
plum orchard, from which an abundant supply of the most delicious frait may be 
stolen during the season. Rent low, and the greater part taken in plums.” 

V. F. recommends this opening for an investment to the whole 
corps of Cameronian Contractors, A Plum, as we have been inform 
ed, is, in commercial usage, equal to $500,000. A better opportu- 
nity for a clever man to make his fortune has not presented itself to 
The World in general or The World in particular, for some time. It 
beats the Porter and Ale Business all hollow. Where’s Cummines? 
Cumminas, Go In! 


a ee 
Man-’o-War Jack, to the Secretary of the Navy. 


“ You've gone and stopped the grog for the Salt of all the Nation, 
The sailors and the middies they all look mighty blue ; 
And I say, if I only could still have had my ration, 
Id still have, perhaps, ad-mi-ration but for you.” 





ch at ee sian 


The Quality of the Public Voice. 


THE French word timbre has a great many significations. 

Talking of a sonorous singer, French critics will say that 
he has a good deal of timbre in his voice. 

Timbre also signifies, to a Frenchman, the dirty little 
quadrilateral known to us as a postage-stamp; putting 
which and what together, it would be pretty safe to swear 
that the public voice has a considerable allowance of timbre 
in it, just now. 





Mythological Reflections. 


Jupiter was a fine fellow, and no mistake. When he 
wanted to be very smart, he came down in a shower of 
gold; but who ever heard of his sticking himself on to any 
of his friends as a row of postage-stamps ? - 

There’s nothing new under the. sun—not even Vulcanite 
Jewelry. VENUS must have worn a good deal of that, un- 
less her husband was a very mean map. Our VENUSES here 
say that they wear a good deal of it because their husbands 
are very mean men. 

The most modern-like thing we know of in mythology 
is the fact that Cuprip used frequently to travel about under 
the alias of E. Ross—just as the Prince of Wales called 
himself Baron RENFREW, when he visited us here. 
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A VOICE FROM ON DECK. 
i na 


OOD Mister 
WELLES, my 
mind is set, 

And I must say 
my say or 
die: 

I never minded 
getting wet ; 

Why _ should 
you keep me 
dry? 


Il. 


On sprees I never 
used to go; 
I took my ra- 
tion — guan- 
tum suff.— 
But then, 1 am a 
Salt, you 
know, 
And salt is 
thirsty stuff! 





Ill. 


When nausea would not let me sup— 
When winds did blow and skies did frown— 
Grog often kept my spirits ~p, 
And kept my victuals down. 
IV. 
Each Salt that roves the briny wave 
Will tell you I have truly sung; 


And what you at the spigot save 
Will leak out at the bung. 


v. 
Since you’ve pronounced the fatal word, 
Our fun goes never quite so far— 


And pray, what could be more absurd— 
A sober, jolly Tar? 


VI. 
I used to sing a merry stave, 
However loud the tempest roared ; 


But now, my energies I save, 
There’s not a Stave on board. 


VIL. 


Without my grog, I feel afraid 

To venture where I’ve little room, 
Yet ’tis a portion of my trade 

To go upon a Boom. 


vill. 


Now, Mister WELLES, I'll say good-by, 
With hopes that, in a little while, 
We water-dogs may not be dry— 
We jolly Tars may Smile! 


fo 
THE NEW CURRENCY-SEND IT ALONG. 


Ir has hitherto been a common complaint among the impecunious, 
that money wouldn't stick in their pockets. But, since the reign of 
postage-stamps, money sticks in everybody’s pocket. Indeed, we 
have heard people complain, lately, that they were “lined” with 
it. What more could Crassus have said of himself? We hardly 
know whether the new state of things is a blessing or not. We 
fear, not. Money is getting to be so plenty that the possession 
of it confers no distinction. On a windy day you can see it flying 
through the air. It is notliing but paper, to be sure, but what difference 
does that make, since the universal suspension of specie payments? 

ld commands a par, certainly, but it is an illegitimate par at best, 
or it wouldn’t be commanded. As for silver, paper looks upon it now 
with something very like contempt, as who should say, “ My turn has 
Come, now, who are you?” In fact, a man with silver or gold about 
in these times is looked upon as a suspicious character. There is 
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VANITY FATR. 





something coarse and metallic in his appearance which is positively 
repulsive. The new currency is light and elegant. It is also, as we 
have suggested, cohesive, and sticks to you like a friend. There is no 
shaking it off Indeed, you have to treat it with a certain considera- 
tion, else you can never get rid of it. On that account it is hardly 
the currency to lay by for a wet day, but on every other it is admira- 
ble. Currents themselves couldn’t be better—nor even Mr. GREELEY’S 
strawberry plants. We begin to say to our subscribers, therefore, 
that they need have no hesitation in sending it to us in any quan- 
tity, even if they compel us to open a post-office. We are not proud, 
and can truly say that Vanity Farr is thankful for the smallest fa- 
vors, whether in the way of puffs, puns, or postage-stamps. 
(N.B.—Country papers please copy.) 


= 
“SAUCE FOR THE GANDER.” 
“ Wuar’s sauce for the goose,” saith an old proverb, “is sauce 


for the gander.” 

The ganders may think differently, but we appeal from them to 
the geese. We allude particularly just now to the geese and gan- 
ders who come under treatment, respectively, at the North and 
South, for opposing public sentiment. The goose at the South who 
is found in this position is at once either ‘‘roasted” or hung so high 
that he can never come down. The dear gander at the North ap- 
proves of this course, but objects decidedly to undergoing the same 
treatment, on the ground of its interfering with the great principle 
of individual freedom! In this particular case, it is contended that 
what is sauce for the goose isnot sauce for the gander. The gan- 
der is to be permitted to go hissing about our streets with entire 
impunity, while the first hiss of the goose at the South is to cost 
him his life. The geese object to this as unfair, but the ganders say 
that “ circumstances alter cases,” and it is all right. But on this 
question we take a decided stand on the side of the goose, and in- 
sist that what is meted out to him shall be promptly meted out to 
the gander. 

There aré no geese at tie South, just now, as they have been ut- 
terly exterminated. Meanwhile, however, New-York is full of gan- 
ders, and it is time that the work of extermination were commenced 
upon them. We don’t wish to be cruel, but we must insist upon 
some such measure, not only out of regard to a highly respectable 
old proverb, but as the most fit tribute we can pay to our unfortu- 
nate friends the geese. “Fair play is a jewel,” and there can be 
no fairer play than to seize upon all the stray ganders at once, and 
let them ey from experience, that the lot of the goose has been 
as hard as Southern sauce could make it 


— oe 
GOOD OF THE “TRIBUNE.” 


One day, last week, the Tribune took a dram—(by pausing here, 
we make a little joke, you see)—the 7ribune took a dramatic turn, 
we would say, and, in a paragraph devoted to war policy, went 
and quoted “Ricue.iev,” thus; 

“Richelieu.—Remember my grand maxims! 
methods to conciliate, 

Louis.—Failing these ? 

Richelieu.—All means to crush !” 

This little circumstance is greatly in the Zribune’s favor: it 
proves a kind of culture for which we did not give the Tribune 
credit. From various though small symptoms exhibited by the 
Tribune, we have lately been led to infer that the Zribune never 
reads anything except the 7’ribune, but the paragraph referred to 
gives evidence that the Zribune studies the teachings of Vanrry 
Farr, in the number of which for 9th February, 1861, exactly the 
same quotation may be found, with exactly a similar application. 

It would be absurd, of course, to assume that the 7ribnne has wit 
enough to apply “ RicuEe.izv ” to Richmond, as above, without the 
prompting of Vanrry Farr, 


First, employ all 
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The Question d’Argent. 

B. F. to G. W.—“ Look here, friend George, we are about to have a 

good many Hard Rubs; I propose that, hereafter, we Stick Together!” 

And they did. 
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“FOUR DAYS LATER FROM ENGLAND.” 


Mary Hann.—“ Ho! Exnery, Ennery! 10 THINK OF YOU A-GOIN’ TO CANADAY SO NEAR THEM 
ORRID AMERICANS WICH THEY USES ’UMAN FINGERS FOR BRESPINS AND BILES THEIR PRISHIONERS INTO 


? 


sour !” 





} A Stampede Greatly to be Desired, 
| A PostaGE-STaAMPEDE. 

| a 
Inhospitable Hospitals. 


Some of the daily papers assert that cases 
of sun-stroke have been denied admittance 
into the City Hospitals. There is a good rea- 
son for this. MERCURY, and not APoLLo, who 
represents the Sun, is the patron “ boss” of 
| hospitals, the officers of which are quite jus- 
tified in ignoring sun-stroke, if on that ac. 
count only. This is as good a red-tape rea- 
eon as any other; and if poor people don’t 
see it in that light, but die, that is their busi- 
ness. 

oo 


More than his Match. 


SSO. | THE empty benzine cask which exploded 

» ‘ |in Centre street a few days ago, frightening 
jinto fits the luckless wight who had just 
rubbed his Lucifer against it. 


—- <a 
A Subject for Dissection. 


THE surgeon who uses Red Tape as a sub- 
stitute for the tourniquet, when a wounded 
man is brought in. 


eS 


Our Little Nineteen-Year-Old. 


WE have a little boy, (hired,) who is hard- 
ly yet nineteen years old, and yet says some 
very smart things. 

“Don’t you wish you was a burd?” asked 
jhe, yesterday, of a toothless man who was 
| vainly endeavoring to “make change” with 
some postage-stamps. 

“A bird, my boy ?—why a bird?” inquired 
the gentleman, anxiously. | 

“Cos then you'd have a Bill instead of | 
Gums,” replied the clever and interesting 
child. 
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Why, Mr. Greeley! 


THE Tribune announces that the people will absorb $24,000,000 
of Stamps in twelve months, and seems to glory ‘in the fact. Are 
we then to have a famine? And is this the way the Tribune would 
force a Vegetable Diet upon the people ? 


a 


Medical and Moral. 


THE rumor that Scarlatina had broken out in Gen. HUNTER’s army 
has been traced to the fact that the distinguished officer has put all 
his Contrabands in Red Breeches. A Moralist of the Severe School 
who is opposed to Gambling, writes to us to inquire if this will not 
be likely to encourage Rouge et Noir in the army? 


en 


A Query for Moralists. 

Divers Bold Britishers have obtained certificates from their Con- 
sulate, that they are not liable to be drafted, having “ only declared 
their intentions of becoming American citizens. Are they lying now, 
or were they lying when they “‘ declared their intentions” ? 


<i 
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To Correspondents. 

SEVERAL correspondents have written us to inquire which depart- 
ment of Government probably originated the new Emancipation 
Laws. We have reason to think they belong to the Dead Letter 
department, 

OO ————— 


The Right Man in the Right Place. 


Wuat a happy thought it was, to put Ben FRanK.in’s head on the 
Postage-stamps! Though in later life, like the stamps, he was devot- 
ed to Finance, during his earlier years he certainly Stuck to Letters! 
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Correction. 


WE are explicitly authorized to correct the untrue and very impo- 
lite rumor that has gone about, to the effect that Major-General J. C. 
FrEMonT has gone to Europe to escape the liability of being drafted 
into active service in the army now fighting the battles of his native 
land. 
He is still at his residence, in this city. 

a S| RE SS ees 
OUR BOOK REVIEW. 


The New Gymnastics: by Dio Lewis, M.D. Bostoa: Troxyor & 
FIELDs. 

If we are henceforth to be a nation of soldiers, as appears 
probable, it is about time that some such system of universal gym- 
nastics as that expounded by Dr. Lewis, should be established among 
us. Then will it no longer be necessary for any future War Secre- 
tary to issue his edict against Skedaddle, when a fight is on hand, for 
muscle will become the rule instead of the exception, and should the 
boys fail us, there might be worse occupations for a smart young seI- 
geant than to go recruiting among the girls. This, however, would 
hardly come under the head of “ Exercise with the Dumb Belles.” 


The Poems of AntHUR HucH CLoucH. Boston: Ticknor & FIELDS. 

An elegantly attired blue-and-gold edition of the poetical works of 
a gifted author. The late ArTHuR HuGu CLovuGH was well known 
in Boston, and the present little volume will be likely to extend the 
appreciation of his genius. 

The Flying Dutchman: by Joun G. Saxe. 
413 Broadway. 

The adventures of an extremely corpulent Dutchman with an ath- 
letic fly. The incidents are versified in Mr. Saxe’s Worcestersbire- 
sauciest style, and Jarded with many fat and unctuous cuts. 

Les Miserables. New-York: CarLETon. 





New-York: CARLETON, 


cunx of romantic tales, which seem to gather interest as they go. 





| 
Here we have “ Marius,” the third part of Huao’s curious quit- | 
| 
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Joun A. GraY, Printer, Fire-Proof Buildings, 16 and 18 Jacob Street, cornerFrankfort, N.Y. 
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